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to tell you all the new, 
exciting adventures, features and 
competitions that await you this 

Apart from a fantastic oppor¬ 
tunity to find out the truth behind 
the strange, alien sounds of Dr Who, 
there's a chance to win one of 100 
BBC Sound Effects records! 

I’ve had an unusually hectic week 
one way or another. What with 
fighting those nasty chaps, the 
Werelok Dogs of Doom and visiting 
the strange desert planet, Dasar VII - 
it’s been quite a carry on! 

My little tin friend K-9, has been 
clearing out the attic and he tells me 
that he has discovered a casefull of 
old time tales. He's pestered me 
into letting you see the first one in 
next week's comic. I've promised K-9 
he can open the mail next week, if he 
lets me win at Saturnian scrabble ... 
just for once. 

Happy times and places, 
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I EXPECT YOU'D 
LIRETO CHANGE If.. - 
SOMETHING MORE 
COMFORTABLE, SHAROI 

































































Attention all UNIT Force 
Fighters! Here's this week's 
coded intelligence reports. 


SECURITY 
("ODE RED 

OZUG'X HIRRUZC XUCZIR 
UX "GMIHB EZA". DRAIXA 
OXA GTUZ XUCZ UZ IZN 
HEMMAXDEZKAZHA LUGT 
TJ. 

SECURITY 
CODE GREEN 

OYB KULM FRITLMIDRN 
OVGCRZ, DRATGWR BJU 
SQRGOYIS ABNLP BAYVR 
IDL TAYVR. ODXYA IPGZRA 
TULM AG MPMTX RPLNR 
IVYBBYTMCD SDGNSRD 
BBLN NDRYN ONMJU SFNGU 
IJCGADRNA! 
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H ow would you like to 
create your own spec¬ 
tacular, spacey sounds? 
Well, after a trip to the Radio- 
phonic Workshop and a chat 
with Dick MiMs, the man behind 
Dr Who's sound effects, it struck 
me, that with a bit of imagina¬ 
tion, every ardent enthusiast of 
the programme could soon be 
filling their own homes with 
weird galactic noises! 

The Radiophonic Workshop 
was set up by the BBC in the 
mid-fifties as a kind of experi¬ 
mental sound laboratory. The 
strange and chilling noises they 
came up with now casts an eerie 
background to many well-known 
television and radio programmes. 
Blake's 7, Quatermass and the Pit 
and A Hitch Hiker's Guide to the 
Galaxy, to name a few! 

Perched amongst the dials and 
buttons of the BBC's own space- 
age equipment, Dick Mills now 
creates the incredible sounds of 
Dr Who. With the push of a 
switch and the casual spin of a 
dial, the quiet room can be 
suddenly jolted into a vast explo¬ 
sion of sound. Out of thin air he 
can conjure the terrifying mur- 


murings of a thousand worlds . . . 

But you don't need fancy 
equipment to create all those 
awesome galactic marvels ... as I 
soon found out. 


BEHIND THE SCENES 
WITH THE 
RADIOPHONIC 
WORKSHOP. 


The familiar sound of the 
TARDIS take-off, for example, 
isn't as difficult to achieve as it 
might seem. In amongst Dick's 
wondrous futuristic gadgets there 
lies the remains of a very old 
piano. Dick just takes a key from 
his pocket, runs it up the bass 
string of the sad, neglected 
instrument, and there you have it 
- the familiar VRAAAMPP of 
the TARDIS as it leaves one 
adventure, to find another. . . 

The truth is that "natural" 
sounds can often achieve a far 
more interesting and individual 
effect than their electronic coun¬ 
terparts. 

The menacing squelch of a 
slow, slithering monster is thus 
effectively achieved with the aid 
of a bucket of mud and a sink 


plunger, or even by rubbing a 
great wodge of grease between 
the palms of your hands! Dick 
explained that if you slow a 
sound up it gives the impression 
of belonging to a much larger 
monster. So remember — the 
slower the sound the bigger the 
threat! 

A cardboard box full of grit 
and stones offers countless poss¬ 
ibilities. The noise of a million 
marching troops can be captured 
by simply shaking the box in a 
steady rhythm. And one must 
not forget the ghostly creak of a 
haunted house, or an approa¬ 
ching danger — an important part 
of any sound producer's reper¬ 
toire. Luckily it's a noisethat's 
easy to achieve with the help of a 
piece of string, brown paper and 
a handy chair-leg! By tying the 
string firmly to the chair-leg and 
then sliding the paper down the 
taut string, the resulting creak is 
enough to send shivers down any 
self-respecting spine! 

Before you all rush off to 
begin your newly-found careers 
in alien sounds, there's one or 
two things that you ought to 
know about the life of a sound 











BEHIND THE SCENES 
! NEXT WEEK: 

1 SPECIAL EFFECTS! 


of hard work getting exactly the 
right sound for each unearthly 
moment. 

"Every programme's a chall¬ 
enge," says Dick "with its own 
unique set of problems - no two 
spaceships or monsters will 
sound the same. Each is diffe¬ 
rent." 

You can't just make a good 
scarey noise and hope that it'll 
do! Each monstrous piece of 
hardware will have to first be 
carefully inspected before giving 
it an appropriate sound. This 
involves brave, precarious trips to 
the studios, nimbly avoiding 
careering cameras and the old 
uncontrollable monster. Mixing, 
albeit professionally, with Daleks 
or any such number of horrifying 
galactic terrors can be a pretty 
harrowing experience. 

Danger lurks everywhere — on 
and off the screen. Dick recalls a 
frightening time when, during 
the filming of the Dr Who adven- 
ture "The Brain of Morbius" — 


set could have blown 
to smithereens! Avid viewers will 
remember that particularly 
exciting moment when the 
Doctor was to be burnt alive. It 
was a difficult scene to film. Gas 
pipes were constructed to 
supply the necessary flames, 
whilst pipes of oil vapour were to 
lend a suitably smoky flavour to 
the scene. Well, you guessed it — 
the flames got too close to the 
oil vapour and an almighty 
explosion was imminent! Fortun¬ 
ately studio hands were able to 
avert disaster but it only goes to 
show that a sound producers life 
can get pretty hot! 























100 SOUND EFFECTS RECORDS 

af! you hamfodois...- 


must be 


CALL 


ow would a gun shot sound in 
year 2280? What strange and terri 

_tying noise would a blast of 

future make? If you think that you can 
create, in letters, a chilling and totally 
original gun shot sound effect, you are well 
on your way to winning one of 100 fabu¬ 
lous 'Dr Who Sound Effects' records! 

Hear for yourself, the weird, galactic 
noises of the future. A Dalek hatching tank 
on Skaro, a Zygon spaceship, an atomic 
reactor, the sound of the TARDIS in flight, 
the famous sonic screw-driver and hear 
inside the Doctor's own mind! 

It's certainly a great prize, so get your 
thinking caps on — a BBC Sound Effects 
record could soon be yours! 




I 



Once you think that you've found a 
fitting sound effect for our alien gun of the 
future, write it down in the empty speech 
balloon above, and send it, with your full 
name, age and address, no later than May 
7th, to us at: 

CALL THE SHOTS, 

Dr Who Weekly, 

Marvel Comics, Jadwin House, 
205-211 Kentish Town Road, 
London NW5. 

























INSIDE EARTH 

One of the strangest theories of the universe was that the Earth is 
not a globe hanging in space but is a huge spherical bubble and 
that we stand on the inside of it. What we normally think of as 
"down" to the centre of the Earth would then be "out" into a 
universe of solid rock. The sun, moon, stars and planets were said 
to be near the centre of this bubble Or "hollow Earth". In World 
War II, Hitler thought that this theory might be true so he ordered 
a telescope to be built, pointing up into the sky in the hope of 
looking down on Britain. 


[BiKD'S EYEVEIVyl 

Wales from the summit of I 
Snae fell on the Isle of Man! 1 

became "an orange ■ 

gliMM 


-SOUNDS OF SILENCE— 

The manager of a cinema 
Seoul, South Korea decided 
that The Sound of Music was 
far too long. He shortened it by 
cutting out all the songs! 

- WEEKLY CRIME— 

King Edward III decreed that 
every man in England over the 
age of twelve must practise 
archery for one hour every 
Sunday. This law has never 
been repealed so millions of 
people break the law every 

| - RECIPES WITHOUT ROSES 

A famous Chinese gourmet is 
said to have told his cook to 
prepare his rice with dew taken 
from the flowers of the garden. 
All the flowers except the rose, 
that is, as too strong a scent 
| would spoil the flavour. 


HOT CROSS MUMMIES I 

The tradition of hot-cross 1 
buns is even older than Chris¬ 
tianity. Buns marked with a 
cross have been found in | 
ancient Egyptiar^omb^^ 

Fh r 

I novel "The Chmn- SC fl nCe f ' Ction i 
f magazine. He later ! f 3 boys ' 1 

_'^eTimeMUi ne". re ' named I 

D lATAOND D®^ r diarno nd , 

In Coorg, '" dl3 ' rats was ground 

iup'CDewa ^Rafahwho 
l swallowing ,t - —— 


JIGGLING ATOMS 
When we measure the temper¬ 
atures of something what we 
are really doing is measuring the 
activity of its atoms. The more 
its atoms jiggle about the hotter 
it is; the slower they move the 
colder it is. The temperature of 
minus 273 degrees Fahrenheit, 
15 degrees centigrade or 
"absolute zero" is as cold as 
anything can be because then 
its atoms are motionless. This 
fact was discovered by William 
Thompson of Glasgow, who 
was so clever as a boy that 
he was admitted to university at 
the age of 10. He was later 
given the title Baron Kelvin by 
Queen Victoria. 

























































































































"--AN INEXTRICABLE mass of 
CLC/TCH//V& TE/VrACLES THAT 
ONE HACKS to pieces only to 

\hUVLT/RLY — 


1 A/GH/AJS A 'EY, A MANY 
1 TENTACLE/? E\Z/L~ 
\eyec? BLACK TH//VS. 

| EEROC/C/SSLY ACT/YE. 


"--A parting creature 

ITHAT is A/EYER SEEK. so 
ISUSTLy ANP SUPPENLY 
\POES IT SLAY. _ 


\J 3 LL /TS P/SSEVEREP 
V* Lr/vtas cont/nuep 
\to lash a/vp wr/the 

I /HA Y/C/RL/B MA/V/VER. 



































































































































































Desar VII was nothing but a desert planet, scorched, empty and lifeless 
... or that's how it first seemed . . . 


■ ■■hen the Doctor shut the 
■III door on Desar VII, he did 
JJjust that. "Sandbag!" he 
exploded, turning towards a sub¬ 
dued Sharon and a patient K-9. 

"Master," came the familiar 
metallic monotone . . . "illogical 
to tread sand onto interior 
flooring when the sole .. ." 

". . . purpose for your remai¬ 
ning here," interrupted the 
Doctor, "was to avoid getting 
sand in your rollers . . . You're 
right, my dear little chap. I'll 
find a brush and . . ." 

"Do not worry Master, sensor 
report that this time vehicle 
should be thoroughly cleaned. I 
will begin," came K-9's response 
to the unlikely thought of the 
Doctor coming to grips with the 
housework. 


THE WHISPERING SANDS 


"I will sweep it outside . . . 
right outside where it came 
from," insisted K-9's metallic 
tones. The Doctor's usual defe¬ 
rence to the wishes of the dog 
disappeared like a glass of 
Denebian cherryade at the 
thought of setting eyes on the 
rolling desert of Desar VII ever 
again. 

"NO!" he cried. "If I never see 
the place again, it'll be too soon. 
K-9, I believe that the kindest 
thing you could do is to leave the 
door firmly shut. Just brush the 
sand into a dustpan and leave the 
thing until later. 

"You know, I don't think I've 
ever walked so far with sand 
between my toes . . . not since 
Altares II anyhow, when that 
sand worm stole my trousers 
while I was sunbathing. K-9, do 
you remember Altares II?" Not 
wishing to be drawn into a con¬ 
versation about the dreadful 
incident in question, K-9 busied 
himself with his duties and 
pretended not to hear. 

All was still as the triple 


moons of Desar VII rose over the 
distant mountain ranges, illumi¬ 
nating the TARDIS in their soft 
glow. Inside, the Doctor sat on 
the edge of his bed and brushed 
the sand from his feet with a 
sock. He was, if anything, 
slightly angry with himself for 
allowing Sharon and K-9 to talk 
him into spending a night on this 
wretched planet. As the grains of 
sand fell onto the floor they 
shone and twinkled like tiny 
stars. "Stangest sand I've ever 
laid eyes on, I should say," 
mused the Doct or. Stifling a 
yawn, he extinguished the light 
and relaxed backwards into the 
welcoming softness of his bed. 

Unseen by the Doctor, the 
grains of sand around his 
discarded socks, had begun to 
emit a strange glow. The glow 
intensified and grew, stretching 
upwards towards the slumbering 
Doctor. Hanging in the air, .the 
glow began to revolve, and 
slowly took on form. A 
spluttering, crackling hiss shat¬ 
tered the silence of the room and 
shoke the Doctor into sudden 
wakefulness. Willing his sleepy 
eyes to focus, he froze as the 
hissing broke into . . . words! 

"KRSSSS. . .WWWEE OW. . . 
SSS. . . THE KRISTELLA HAW 
WAITED . . . KRSS . . . LONG 
. . . FFOR . . WUN SUCHH AAS 
YOU. . . SSSS. . . TOOO 
RRIGHT TTHE DDREATTTT 
WRONGG KSSSSSS. . . SSS. . ." 

Before the astonished Doctor, 
the glow waned and disappeared 
completely, leaving the Doctor 
staring at the glowing grains of 
sand that remained. 

"My word ... a great wrong 
. . . the poor fellow and his 
people have been done a great 
wrong!" Still pondering the pro¬ 
blem, the Doctor's slippered feet 
shuffled along the semi-darkened 
corridors of the TARDIS. 

Passing the door of Sharon's 
room, the Doctor glanced in at 


her sleeping form to make sure 
all was well. "Good girl," he 
whispered. "Just get some rest 
... no need for concern." The 
Doctor addressed the small inert 
shape just ahead of him in the 
corridor. "K-9, can you tell me 
something?" 

"Master?" came the muted 
reply. 


SHARON'S DISCOVERY 


"Well," continued the Doctor, 
"I'd like you to tell me where 
you put the sand you brushed 






















together earlier on. I've got an 
idea that there's more to the 
sand than meets the eye, or in 
your case, optic sensor." 

In a matter of moments, K-9 
watched as the Doctor placed a 
small bag of sand at the foot of 
Sharon's bed and then came 
quietly out of the room leaving 
the door slightly ajar. He knelt 
down and whispered an expla¬ 
nation to his small metal 
companion. "You see K-9, I 
think that something in the sand 
woke me up and spoke to me. 
The image faded just after I 
awoke. I've an idea that the 
energy can only establish contact 
with the sleeping mind." 

"And as mistress Sharon is 
asleep," guessed the dog, "you 
hope the sand might be able to 
contact her now, in order for us 
to learn more!" 

"Exactly," confirmed the 


Doctor, "especially as there is 
more sand in that bag than there 
was on my socks!" 

The last piece of information 
confused K-9 no end, but he 
knew better than to pursue the 
matter further, and resolved to 
await developments. 

The Doctor and K-9 settled 
down in the gloom of the 
corridor to wait and the minutes 
went quietly ,by. The Doctor's 
resonant tones suddenly broke 
the silence, "I spy with my little 
eye . . ." his voice trailed away as 
a glow began to emanate from 
within Sharon's room. 

"Master," the mechanical dog 
begun, to be silenced by the 
Doctor's raised finger. The glow 
had returned, and was communi¬ 
cating with Sharon. 

"Better stand back, old 
fellow," warned the Doctor, 
she'll be out soon. I think I'd 



better make some tea. I've got a 
feeling she'll need it! 

COSMIC DISASTER! 

Swathed in her dressing gown 
and cradling a steaming mug of 
tea in her shaking hands, Sharon 
was soon excitingly retelling the 
tale. 

". . . and he said, the glow 
said, that it all happened millions 
of years ago . . . eyots ago." 

“Aeons ago. Mistress," inter¬ 
jected the mechanical dictionary. 

"Aeons ago," Sharon con¬ 
tinued, "a cosmic disaster shook 
this sector of space. A comet 
from the rim of the universe 
collided with a neighbouring 
planet and released a great shock 
wave, which travelled across 
space towards this planet. The 
Kristella elders realised that this 
shock wave would shatter their 
crystal bodies . . ." 



"It seems as if dear old Desar is not 
as boring a place as it seemed to be!" 


"So the whole deSert out 
there," said the Doctor slowly, 
"and the sand I trod back in, was 
once a planet's population of 
gem-people . . . how fascinating 
. . . utterly fascinating! It seems 
as if dear old Desar is not as 
boring a place as it seemed to 
be!" 









































CRAZY CAPTION 29 



H ere it is! Another of our candid shots from the Dr Who tv series that just cries out for a 
caption. Simply send in the funniest line you can to go with the empty speech balloon (25 
words or less), and you could win £5! Send your entries — on postcards only — postmarked no 
later than May 4th, to us at: 

CRAZY CAPTION 29 


Marvel Comics, Jadwin House, 
205-211 Kentish Town Road, 
London NW5. 



Maria Richmond from Bath, 
her caption printed right: 


Signed, colour photos of Tom Baker; 


Gary Broad from Northfleet; 
Michael Holliman from Bletchley; 
Mark Johnson from Lincoln: 

John Frost from Liss; 

Mark Wilmot from London; 

Carole Jackson from New Malden; 
Robert Watson from Warley; 
Jeremy Starling from Cottenham; 
Shaun Harding from Oakley; 
Robert Griffiths from Lonsett. 
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Sarah Kingdom (Jean Marsh), a space security agent and karate expert, joined the Doctor in his fight 

osvofVic*- tha na/oi-c in 1QRR 


against the Daleks in 1966. 





Anew ; k lor the 86^ 


ARVEl DIGEST SEME 





